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and much too absent-minded to enjoy the sumptu-
ous feast that was spread before me.

It is a four days' run to Colombo from Penang and
as I had n-o particularly interesting companion with
me on board, the time would have hung heavy on
me had not the ship's library come to my rescue and
provided me with Lord Roberts' Forty-One Years
in India.   That noble tale of human valour and
endurance I found immensely interesting, and told
as it was with all the verve and directness of a
grand simple soul, it made a most fascinating reading.
What humanity those pages breathed, what toils
they recounted, what a gallery of great souls they
portrayed!    In them for the first time I felt the
throes of the Great Mutiny! I had known, of course,
before then of the details of the Mutiny, and had to
study, in fact, standard works on the subject when I
read for my M.A. degree; but I had no more idea of
the real Indian Mutiny studying those fat volumes
than I had of the real Dinosaur looking at its huge
fossil in the Smithsonian Institute at Washington. In
the volumes of Roberts and only there the dry bones
of the Mutiny are reclothed in flesh and blood and we
see the great men of that period stalking across its
pages, doing their great deeds as if in our very sight
and presence.   And in them alone we get an idea
what a matter of touch-and-go it was with the
English in India then and how the situation was
saved by the sheer English doggedness of those in
command.   As the Gallipoli affair was just then a
subject of discussion on board, my mind involun-
tarily took to contrasting the spirit of those who